REDEEMER UNIVERSITY COLLE 


THE MINSTREL 
PER/LH/3/,R4/M5 


REDEEMER UNIVERSITY COLLEGE 
‘CREATIVE AND LITERARY ARTS 
WINTER 2014 


yfoach Me Your Ways | Sarah-Ann-Wijngaarden 


Letter from the Editors: 


Sometimes we put limits on our art by allowing it to drown in complexities, 
lose the meaning and purpose by making it too intricate, Through the th 
Flesh and Bone, our hope was to put together a collection that broadly 
the simplicity of the world; a collection that was raw and bare—our own 
and bone. Death and life; trees and dirt; love and hate. These are all —— 
that make up our world, yet they are so simple. These pieces boast no arr 
‘They were just drawn, just painted, just photographed, just written. They, 
of whatever life is, whatever death is. Whatever love is, and whatever 
‘They are simply and beautifully composed. As a reader, let this collection 
challenge to you: to sit by the water, to trek through a pine-filled forest, to 
candlelight and just write; to speak and not need to be listened to, to hear 
not be spoken to. 


‘Dan Galenkamp & Laura Heming 
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Untitled 


Greg Hoekstra 
Watercolour 


Untitled 
Jamie Poirier 
Oil, Wax & Twine 


‘One-Way | Justine VanBolhuis 


I remember the first time you came to me, crying because you'd bumped your head on the corner of a table. I scooped you 
up in my arms, cuddled you close, and kissed your salty cheeks as you gulped back sobs. You'll have a big goose egg, but 
you'll be fine, I told you soothingly. I rocked you gently until your crying subsided and you stared up at me with eyes made 
bluer by tears, All better, I asked, and you nodded, with a little hiccup. 


This wound I could heal with a kiss. Other hurts would be beyond my skill to heal: the ache of not belonging, the jagged 
edges of a broken heart. If only I could keep holding you in my arms, sheltered from the maelstroms of life, in a world 
where a bump on the head was the worst pain you could imagine. But from the moment you were born, so impossibly 
intricate and agonizingly delicate, the tether that tied you to me grew longer and longer, until it was cut altogether, and you 
had to choose for yourself when to come back to a mother who waited for you. 


IfTd told you that, you might've felt guilty, but you shouldn't have. A child can never truly return the same love his parents 
have for him. That kind of love is one-way only, from one generation to the next. It can neither be reciprocated nor fully 
appreciated until the child becomes a parent himself and experiences the heights of joy and fear that come from having a 
baby, your baby, placed in your arms. And a lifetime of worry-tinged love begins. 


I remember many times you came to me, crying, but I don't remember the last time. If had known then that it would be 
the last, I would have savoured it, committed it to memory. 


I wouldn't have been so quick to let go if I realized then what I now know. 


Flesh of my flesh and bone of my bones, you were only ever mine on loan. 


i Ee 
VATS ay * Past the Horizon) Jarrad Saarloos 


Bath's Husband | Erin Haayema 


Well, and I'm sure that old Will's got it wrong 
(His sniveting star-crossed lovers can kiss my arse!) 
True fove amounts to nought but pros and cor 
‘This wooing, cooing nonsense—all’sa farce, 
A show behind the scenes of which you'll find 
The lot of us accountants, making note 
Of features and of flaws before we sign 
‘There on the dotted line. You think me cold? 
Just so: it's handsome gold that we exchange 

ind not the paltry kisses of a pair 

will within the year depreciate 

‘Time is no courtesy to young and fair. 
But if she’s got good teeth and warms the bed, 
She's earned the petty change to have you wed. 


‘The Wife of Bath | Erin Haayema 


The men, they boast they truly comprehend 
Love's game, and will emerge victorio 
Well, let them think it! For though we may bend 
(Mind well, for I've a vast experience) 
They'll never best. Oh, husband's got the gold, 
But to pry the chest he'll need the key 
Which barring appetite I will withhold. 
The house is his; the bed’s my property 
And f'llexact my rent as I see fit 
Or oust him if his payment falls so short, 
‘There's others with the means, if not the wit 

Whose assets I am willing to extort— 

‘han inconvenience! Whe 


Deutschland 


Jenny Guild 


The Song/Writer (In Revision) | Stephanie Nuftez 


A lover, primarily. Characterized by the distance put between himself and the rest. Leaving, always leaving, but 
overflowing when he'd stay. Good words and warmth when he wanted. 


With eyes that knew you and coveted more; eyes that longed for heart and for the aching of the same. His body 
marred with expectancy of the years to come, worn weary of what had already been. Pensive, maybe wistful, maybe 
solemn in the way you also were. 


A real laugh that wrapped itself around and shouted I've let you see: but the rest would never know. Much like an 
artist should be, and he'd create you ifhe could. A borrower, a man of affection. Or maybe that was us, 


Longing to love as a lover ought, needing to bother with a heart that would not leave. And place was space and the 
spaces were always thin with him, 


Spokes | Cassandra Hooyer 


Rustico | Cameron Phillips 


Untitled 
Elizabeth Culham 
Oil with Gold & 
Silver Leaf 


Receiveth Me | Nunez 


soil, | Cameron Phillips 


Bury me six feet under. 
‘Take my brittle broken bones and 
Decompose what's left of my 
Broken mind. 

Lay me down like flowers on a 
Forgotten grave 

‘Take my demons and fears. 

Free the breath from my lungs. 
‘There is no peace of mind, there is 
Nor 
Swallow what’ left of me 


But I am awoken by the steady Rain 


I still walk the dirt road 

With no thorn in my side but a 
Hurtin my head. 

Raking to get to what's underneath 
Asyou wash away 

| realize mankind’s foolishness. 
You are disappearing, 

Never to be seen again 

Gold and silver 

De not match your 

Worth. 

When will we realize 

The Value 

Beneath our own feet? 


iny Ascent | R 


chel DeBruyn 


Red Light | Justin Eisinga 


Light should bring hope, 
Here it only signifies darkness 
Here it only means torture 
Here it only brings pain. 


Light should bring peace. 
Here it only starts conflict 
Here it only hurts people 

Here it only gives pleasure. 


Light should bring joy. 
Here it only breaks hearts 

Here it only looks like happiness 
Here it only lasts fifteen minutes 
or less. 


ail a ee 
ong Winter | Nikki Schalk 
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Bone of My Bone | Jarrad Saarloos 


Eulogy | Laura Heming 


What do I do when that is you, and I can't see anything, 
through my eyes, 

because all I can hear is your voice. 

Or when they tell me they are sorry and I smile politely, 
looking for the next exit sign, ora dark room, 

‘ora train through some tall mountains. 

Maybe I would sleep by the water and hear you 

‘whispering and stare at the waves endlessly to find you again, 
because you said you could stare at them for hours; 

So maybe that was the first place that God took you 

when he showed you around heaven, 

showed you where you were going to be staying for 

the next bit of eternity. 

And maybe you would be watching me trying to forget, 

but dying to remember your face and your voic« 
and the feel of your palm, 

‘There would be me, by a tree, rhyming off 

every written piece you loved just 

to keep you around with me. 

1 would keep every leaf that fell on my lap 
because [knew it was you trying to hold my hand, 
‘or grin at the summer wind because I knew it w 
you whispering to me again. 

Everything we said will be as ghosts, 
and 1 will keep them with me, in a pocket, in my favourite 
winter sweater. 


Duke. | Simon Fallon 


Summer Rain 
Hayley Strecker 
Oil on Canvas 


Illumination 
‘Andrew Watt 
3D Digital Rendering 
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Did she ever cradle 
your head 

in her sun-dappled lap 
and bru the hair 
from yourearand 


Did sheever spend a winter 
hiding her fears 

to herself, 

waiting until after 

the magic had faded 

and the tree had shed its bounty 
to tell you 

they had found a lump 

in her breast, 

‘and sheld waited to tell you 

‘so she would not ruin 

the most wonderful time of the yar 


Rebellious(control) | Sensual(chaos) 
Joshua Hildebrandt | Joshua Hildebrandt 
Acrylic | Acrylic 


Dopamine | Amelia Bowes 


Jake came home a month ago and I could almost sum the whole thing up to one bad day. He made Eggs Benedict on Saturday mornings, lulled me to 
sleep with murmurs of The Late Late Show, and continually promised to change the light bulb over the bathroom sink. I was in tune with the smell 
of his aftershave and his crumpled workout clothes at the end of the bed. But its starting, The workout clothes haven't moved, and the light bulb isn't 
going to be changed. Jake is breaking, but he doesn't cry; he aches. Not like a wound, more like a memory, His pain is old, worn, familiar, just not 
comfortable. A slow, sickening silence that whips circles in his mind and puts a gap in our bed. 


But I'm willing; in fact somewhere I'm at peace. I just have to remember. I have to remember that when he hasn't slept for four days he once set aside 
a whole shelfin the living room bookcase for his Batman comics. When he refers to any form of medication as a waste of damn time, I scroll through 
cold emails and cling to coming home early’s and why don't I cook tonights. When he’s gone completely numb, I remind myself that he stil thinks 
better with Beethoven in the background and always kisses the top of my head right before he turns over to go to sleep. 


Aslong as I remember, and as long as he knows, it will leave, It will. 


Windows | Kristina Jidkova 


lament for the Lepidoptera | Kira Moolman 


you sing through twisted mouth 
surrounded by a barbed wire smile 
yanking out thistled words that cut 
‘open jagged wounds 

self-inflicted and salted, 


you are wooing woe without words 
for your voice holds close as a slow dance 
and looks like your mother 
dropping honey from a spoon 
before dazzled child eyes 
‘your father’s arms carrying you to bed 
hnalf-awake you marvel at the ease 
with which he lifts you 
his breathing still even 


the things you sing and spit out hurt 

like learning to ride a bike 

‘gravel stuck in the outside 

bends of joints 

afterwards your elbows 

tear open with every 

cross-armed act of defiance 
paper-cut tongues sealing letters 
never returned from summer romances 
filled with nervous knocking knees 
braces and misplaced idealism 


(for Johnny & June) 


that scar you got when you were 
renting your first apartment 
slicing into shaky independence 
‘witha cutting board and a vague 
‘optimistic idea of cooking 

the counter's bloodstain brought 
a splash of wine red 

to your days of defeated meals 
Kraft dinner and crackers and 
carrots to keep away the scurvy 


your eyes might remember 
the slow dances but only tell stories 
of splitting headaches in the morning 
the bloodshot stares in the mirror 
rubbing 
face 
jaw 
temples 
the dizzy nights preceding 
slick skin slipping between sheets 
twisting limbs recalled in 
that twisted grin 
too tired then to 
blush or wince 
since when did every’ 
smile become a grimace 


ee 


now when you dance you hold 
your drink close to your chest 
0 it doesn’t have far 

for you to go to kiss it 

the other raised in a question 


oh do nots, “whats 
the answer passing through outstretched - 
fiagers like escaped 
rots letring your grasp ° 
a flurry of attempted fight 
leaving dust on your hands 
+ 7 straining for some light 
oh fet the scales fl om your eyes 
4 and restore your sight and sound and smell 
thetouch and taste of honey and strong arms 
scabbed elbows knocked kncesand gay girs 


tiny apartments with mouldy fridges and 
stunt kitchens singing 


oie ti 
Divine for the Wretched | Sarah=AnnWijngaandem 


Barefoot | Rebeka Borshevsky 


Have you ever walked barefoot 
in the morning sun 

just for the sensation 

of flesh against bone? 

for the sensation of warmth 
against cold? 

The bones of the pavement, 
scraping your soles 

as the tingling chill 

scrapes 

your soul 


1AM 
1AM song 
LAM wind 


Twelve Hours in Iceland | NatalyaeBerg 


Impact | Nathan Brink 


Nothing compares to the purity of snow 
as it spreads out across the world, and 
these are my marks, stamped, 

hardened and alone in 

a field of white. This 
notoriety disappears with 


Leaving | 


imberly Musselman. 
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A Living Room | Brent McCamon 


Red Velvet | Dan Galenkamp 


Love, for ll its faces and facades, is like 
Brown, black, blonde curtains pulled back to expose that subtle blue tint 
in faded green windows. 

‘The soul, the essence, the culminated cultural contribution of all that is 
exposed walls, and beech pale hardwood, 

Set perfectly crooked 

Homemade imperfection 


Love does not give its secrets away without tol, 
Peel back the wallpaper, rip down the plaster, try to see what gives it that vibrant light 
Allyou see are coloured, tangled wires, wrapping, extending above and beneath, lungs of light, breathing life and vibrancy to scattered darkness. 


Love exists not to erase darkness, but to mould it, shape it as a medium, a spectrum, dimensional insight which light knows nothing of. 
“Thus darkness has its place and presence on our stage. 

{In that darkness lies the unknown, the unruly, solitude and wilderness. 

Drafting behind curtains and condensed in corners, iti, and is not - 

All tat is committed, sworn to, tangled in sheets, and tears, and laughter. 


Love takes many thematic forms, 
‘As straight lined, minimalist modern entity, 

a romantic victorian gilded embroidery, 

a warm cabin living room, wood stove and blankets, 

Even cold, stoic abandonment, stripped of all defining properties but the bricks which hold ghouls in shel. 

Leaving an appearance and remainder of former glory to all who dare remember, and pass by in memory. 

As they tip hats, avert gazes, stare wistfully, they realize what was and can never be again. The ships and their bulwarks have lft the garage for separate homelands. 


“Those not content in mere passing, pass themselves off as inquisitors of years past. 
‘They seek to restore, renews resurrect ghosts in tattered wallpaper, to put feet to the vacant creaks and cracks inthe floorboards, defined by absence of causality. 


But, sometimes, the structure is merely unsound, fracturing foundation through committed ignorance of separation and decay, sealant over fissures, like band-aids 
over infections 
‘And what remains, remains as remains, a corpse for cremation, so that ashes can be spread, and cornerstones laid anew. 


when we came home. 
Katie Witten 


We ran down peaks with paintbrushes between our teeth 

and left acrylic trails of yellow orange green 

‘Our lungs cannot cave as our soles pound the earth 

Fields on your breath and eyes of chlorine 

Shouting songs of crazy breeds 

Losing thought of long-sought needs. 

Mouths stretched elastic bands tugging east and west 

What our mothers used to brush ~ grassy tangles on our heads 

‘Toying from intrigue, testing waters dipped like tie-dye 

(Currents of the sky snag our Indonesian threads 

Arctic lips and scorched Sahara knees 

adding our own legends to the Kauri trees. 

‘Then came back and they took us in like we'd never left and we watched them on their screens and never had time to 
rest everything moved fasterquickermorcefficient racing by us without pausing to take breath everything moves fast. 
like kids after the piftata’s been smashed, they gave us jobs and papers to sign cheques in return, faucets blasting 
steam that's salt free sterilizing us before we both threaten to suffocate whatever it is that's inside of us with our 
factory scarves, all when we started caring again, 

and they mixed us on their palette 

but we couldn't blend into their 

monochromatic painting that’s already set. 

And now was is it~ nothing but the tip of your tongue resting behind your chipped front teeth and the recollection 
of a phosphorescent haze sleeping on the ends of our eyelashes, poking us with pipe cleaners, 

‘And that's all we can conjure of the times felt 

pulsing 

pounding 

beating 

times we felt unstoppa- 


But then we came home and 
you bought a suit and 
I put on shoes. 


Her Fight | Helena Schuurman 


‘The Earth has given its all 
‘A hundred thousand times 
‘To a hundred thousand people 
Undeserving 
Job is not one man 
He has a hundred thousand faces 
‘He walks in two hundred thousand shoes 

‘Always wandering 


So why does the Earth hold back 
Her ever persistent fight 
Every now and again to some 
Undeserving 
Blessed are many a man 
‘Who know exactly where they're going 
Who have never seen the night 
‘Without the stars 


‘The Minstrel isa student publication from Redeemer University College located in Hamilton, Ontario. 


